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| CARO 


27'S. A MAN-EATER:! 
RUN, FRED! 


THE AT OF YA GOTTA 
iN SAzoo THESE DAYS \ BE AROLING 
ALWAYS 1 WON 
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YA SURE GOT FAITH TT AIN'T BECALISE OF THE |’ 
IN TH’ GEEAT GAZOO, GREAT GAZOO, BARNEY, 
FRED! YA STOOP RIGHT ~~ 1'M JUST NATCHERLY 
THERE AN'NEVEK FLINCHED BRAVE! 
WHEN TH! TIGER z 


CHAKGEP! - 


WILMA, SOMEONE ELSE SAW A GHOST | - 
THE OLD HALINTED HOUSE! IT SAYS HERE, SCAREDOF GHOSTS! - 
THEY WERE SO FRIGHTENED, THEIE HAIK FRED'S JUST 
TURNED SNOW WHITE ON THE SPOT! NATCHERLY BRAVE 
—=— 2 -HE SAYS! 


WELL, ZT AIN'T AFRAID «.- 1 AND BARNEY WIL! 


OF NO'GHOSTS, BETTY! SPEND TONIGHT IN 
JLIST TO PROVE IT... HAUNTED HOLISE! 


WE'RE MARRIED LKNOW! I'M 
TOTHETWO BRAVEST ) GOING TO SEE 
MEN IN BEDROCK, 

WILMA?! 


C'MON, FRED! 
LET'S DO. 

SOMETHIN’ 

ELSE TA SHO! 


SEE, BARNEY 
AIN'T 


ITH 
EAT GAZOO 
QUND! 


TO BASH A SFOOK? 


FREC'S 
RIGHTS 
THIS ~. 


V .. THE ONE THING I CAN'T 


GET IN.ON THE 
PLN, SHORTY! 


HANPLE 19 THE SUPERNATURAL 
I DIDN'T GOIN THE HOLISE.... 
YOU WERE ON OWN! - 


THE ST! 


THE POOR BOYS FAINTED! | 
= RAIN WAS 
JOO GREAT! >= 


THEY'RE CRAZIER 
THAN I THOUGHT! 


«IT WAS A PRETTY 
DULL SUNDAY TILL 
THIS HAPPENED! 


FLINTSTONE,1 \/ GoN’T 
INSIST YOU STOP 
INCE? 


TELL 

Me! 

\ TELL HIME 
IE 


orc 
Parse!" 


LL YOL TWO CLOWNS 
Steere 


Hi 
IK PIC! 


CHOCOLATE CREAM PIE, 
BARNEY...YOUR FAVORITE” 


SOMETIMES T GET THE FEELING 

SOMESBOPY ELSE |S IN THAT 

FIGHT, WILMA! SOMEBODY WE 
CAN'T SBE! 


VY wow!His 
1S MY KINDA 
PARTY! 


AFTER ALL OUK HARD WORK 
PREPARING THE FOOD, BETTY! 


TRY THIS, 
YA SAWED- 
OFF RUNT,E 


I CAN'T BELIEVE 
IT'S HAPPENING! IT'S 
LIKE A BAD DREAM! 


THEM IND WHILE 
ds THEY'RE 


NOW.,TO REPLACE 
ALL THE FOOD 


HAD A FIGHT 
AND RUINED OUR 
PICNICS 


am 


{2 


ALS 
AK IO 


q 
wi 


AFTER-DINNER NAP! 
72 YABBA DABBA Do0s! 


WHY DIDN'T YA WATCH WHATEVER YOU BAY, Eee 
OUT FER THE FUZZ, 2 


NEEDLENOSE 
NEEDLENOSE? oe 
WHATILL I DOFZ 


OH, AWISEGUY! SPEEDING, 
CKLESS DRIVING, CALLING A 
POLICE OFFICEK BAD NAMES... 


MO FZ 
THERE'S NO 
ONE THERE! 


IN’ 
ACT, RUNTZ 
OKAY... YOU'RE 
BOTH COMIN’ TO 
THE STATION ) 


Stu 


" CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PAGE 


WHAT MAKES ME 
REALLY Mat, YoU 


OF COURSE ITIS, 
OFFICER! NOW, LET's 
FORGET THE WHOLE 


RUN YOU TWO 
GUYS IN! 
OW ME TO 


WHAT YOU 
WISH, FLINT- 
STONE? 


! HERE COM! KELLY! WHAT. 
AUIHERE ¢ Fe’ IN TH! WORLD..2 


BeENED” WELL, 1 GUESS YA AIN'T GOT 
But THEY DID Tey NOTHIN TA HOLY | ase ON, 
WAAAAAAHS BUZZ ON HOME! 
HEH HEH , 
HEH HEH. 


YOU'RE IN A TOWAWAY ZONE! WAIT TILL FRED ANY TIME YOU 
PURE EOW SOU Cane Te FLINTSTONE GETS NEED A FAV I, 
W. YOU CAN FAY THE HERE! IZL - FATSO, IU 

FINE ARDS GET YOUR CAR BACK! | | Fix HIME SX SAY TH’. 


Fame Sparkle and Plugg were on « routine spoce 
exploration flight. Their rocket ship was flying through 
uncharted ond unexplored regions of the galaxy 

, searching for new planets. It was-Flame's job as a 
apace girl explorer to look for inhabited planets. She 
wes supposed to keep a diary on any alien life forms 
the discovered. It was also her job to make friends 
with oll the stronge creatures that lived in the 
universe. * is a cup of hot space cocoa.” said 
Plugg, Flome's metal man assistant, as the robot rolled 
towards entre! panel. Flame took the cup out of 
Plugg’s mete! hand without taking her eyes off of the 
spaceship's windshield, There were alet of asteroids 
and meteerites whizzing by and Flame didn't went to 
hove a cellision. “Thanks, Plugg.” she said as she 


sipped the warm cecea ond checked the ship’s altitude 
and speed. “It’s all part of da’ job.” kidded Plugg os he 
rolled back towards the ship’s kitchen. It wos Plugg’s 
job to help Flame in any way he could. Plugg was. a 
mechanical combination cook, assistant, technician, 
mechanic and pal. He wos steel robot with a heart of 
gold. “Do you want c snack?” asked Plugg es he 
waited for Flame’s response before closing up the 
ship’s kitchen. “Ne thonks! ... Hey! Something Is 
wrong! I'm losing control of the ship!” shouted Flame 
as she checked the ship's diols ond instruments. 
“YI help you check everything.” answered Plug es 
he storied fe move fowords the controls. He revved up 
his meter but he couldn't budge. His wheels wouldn't 
turn, He wes stuck ts the floer. “What da’? | can’t 


meve.” muttered Plugg os he futilely tried te rell ac- 
ross the room. Fidme couldn’? pause a single moment 
— not even to help Plugg. Her spoceship wes being 
pulled towards a bleak-lecking planet in the distance. 
It was as if some invisible force were drawing the 
ship to the strange, tiny planet. Flame couldn't stop 
the ship from moving towards the mysterious place. 
She tried to help Plugg but she couldn't free him. “It’s 
+.as if a gigantic magnet is holding me to the metal 
floor!’ explained Plugg. “A magnet! That’s what is- 
pulling the ship towards that planet. It’s a magnetic 
force field,” replied Flame. She ran to the portholeand 
looked out. The spaceship was gently floating down 
fowards the planet. 
_ The planet was close enough for Flame to see what 


ES = 

was below. The planet was covered with soot and * 
grime. Garbage was stacked up into tall piles that 
resembled trees. There was a house made out of old 
.tans, bottles and newspapers. The entire planet 
looked like a huge, garbage dump. Flame saw that a 
big machine with a large magnet on the end of it was 
the reason they were being pulled out of space. The 
ship made a perfect three-point landing. 

“IL go outside and see what it going on.” Flame 
said to Plugg who was still stuck to the floor. Flame 
opened the air lock’s hatch and climbed down the 
ship's ladder. When she touched the ground, he heard 
noises coming from masses of tangled wire and string, 
that resembled bushes. “Are you a piece of junk?” 


called a veice from the bushes. “I'm Flame Sperkle! .. 
Whe ore you?” the space explorer replied. A man with 
© garbage can for ¢ body ond on eld radio for a head 


stepped out of the bushes. . 
His arms and legs were rusty pipes connected by ald 
bolts. He was « walking can of garbage. “I'm the 
galaxy garbage man. Welcome to the inter-galactic 
space dump. Buf you're not supposed to be here unless 
you're a piece of garbage.” he sai ‘Your magnet 
pulled my ship down.” explained Flame. “There must 
be garbage aboard your ship. My magnet only attracts 
pieces of floating garbage.” explained the man. 
Flame invited him aboard her ship to see if there wes 
any garbage around. The galoxy man started at the 
bottom and checked every inch of the ship. He didn’t 
find any garbage. Flame’s spaceship was clean. © 
Finally, they arrived at the control room, “Ah-ha! 
Here is the garbage that attracted my machine!” said 
the garbage man as he rushed over to Plugg, "I beg 
your pardon.” said Plugg in an angry tone. Just then 
Flame noticed there was broken glass on the floor near 
the control panel. She had dropped the cup Plugg. 
brought her the cocoa in. The empty cup had broken. 
She gave it to the garbage man and he left the ship. 
Plugg was free to move around and the ship wes free 
to blast off. “Garbage? I’ve never been so insulted In’ 
my lifel” said Plugg as they lifted off. 


HAHAHAHA! 
YA REALLY 
ARE A RLINT 
NOW, SHORTY! 


THE ONLY ONES WHO NOTICED! ON 
BOSS WAS CHECKING UPANE..- ues 
THOSE IDIOTIC 


EARTHLINGS AFE 
HAVING TROLIBLE AGAIN! 


TO ZILTOX 
AT ONCE! 


PLEASE, eS cli 
| -EXCELLENCY. x 


FRED AND BAKNEY. 
THEY NEED. 


I_ WONDER WHO THEY'LL 
SEND TA TAKE HiS PLACE... 


1 AM MIGHTY MARVIN? 
I'VE KEPLACED GAZOO 
ON THIS ASSIGNMENT? 


‘et aay SUCHA 
FLINTSTONES 
OW zi 
THEY'RE PROBABLY THE 


TWO WORST BOWLERS ON THIS 
FRIMITIVE PLANET! 


WE DONE (7, BARNEY! 
WE'RE TH’ BOWLING 
CHAMPS OF BECKOCK/. 


MARVIN REA 
HELPED, DIDN 
HE,FREDZ | 


YA WANNA UDLIKE 
TA SEE YA 
TRY IT, 
LIGLY 4, 
s a 


COME BACK HERE, 
“FICKLEFLUSS J 


aN 
CONTINUED AFTER FOLLOWING PACE 


RUN saeaa 


BUT WHY? 1 HELPED YOU TWO 
MOKE THAN THE GEEAT GAZOO 
EVER DIP! 


THERE HEIS! 


HEY, GAZOO!! @ 


WE'RE TAKIN‘ YOL! 
BACK TO ZILTOXY! 


Cee ie er WE Kew : 
T 1 MEAN, MARVINE 


WE WANTA GET YOU. 
BACK, owing MARVEL-| 


OUS MAI ES 
GOOD JOB AN’ALL, BLIT.. 


VERY WELL, BUT THE GREAT GAZOO 
HAS SHOWN A LACK OF 
COMPETENCE AND INATTENTION 
PERSONNEL TO DUTY...BUT IF YOU REQUESTED 
fanless N HIM...1 HAVE NOCHOICE! 


DI 


1M A CHANGED MAN/ 
ILL BE ON THE BALL 
FROM NOW ON... 
YOU'LL SEES 


GEE, IT's \ ( YEAH, GAZOO... 
NICETOBE | \ JUST GREAT!) 


